//[Tune 1] //Alternative first verse
//Ilyaas, took
//In her dream, but she told us that it felt so real\
//Let us learn, what 
//In Rhysea, let us listen to her tapes

//[Tune 1]
Ilyaas, was a young girl from a humid land
Stressed and bored, from a life of tests and clubs and band
Then she woke, in the forest of a foreign world
Rhysea, its love and gold has unfurled!

//[Tune 1a]
There she met, a tall young prince with a pretty face
Cassian, with his iron will and curly hair
Hand in hand, they are destined to become a pair
Whether that will turn out as a curse or gift, shall remain to be seen, seen, seen! 

//[Tune 2] (Introduce Rhia in this section?)
The old prophesy, calls for three heroes,
King, soldier, and poet, Rex, soldat, poeta
If, one were to bring, the three together,
They'll rule the continent, for-a all of time, time, time!

[Tune 2a]
//Vatakina, de la Eligida
//Prophecy child, was dubbed Ilyaas
//She, could be the key, to this whole conflict
//{}


[Tune 1a]

Prophecy, child was dubbed the young Ilyaas
Could she be, the soldier that will cause victory? 
They grew close, as Cassian trained her for battle
for three days they sparred and bled ,now she's ready to storm, storm storm!


[Tune 1]
//King, poet, soldier, that's the birthright role of Cassian {Is this true?}
//Rex, poeta, soldat, that's the birthright in his native tongue
//Groomed from birth, his own life is not within his hands
{}





Now, please direct you attention towards, the great Prince!

[Tune 3 "Fridericus Rex"]
Great Cassius Rex, our noble prince and heir
He calls the girls of the land to come and gather sword and shield
3 dozen soldiers of the crown have gathered to the field
And each are armed with swords each engraved with special runes

"Now please stand up tall," spoke his Majesty with grace,
"I need all to stand by me in field without a flinching face!
The peasants, they're unruly and in need of punishing,
Let us show them what you get when you stand up to the King!"
{Female chorus repeats last two lines}

"My captain, Hildegarde, Rhia the mestrana,
are ready for battle, plus soldat eligida  
Potz Mohren Blitz, und Kreuzelement, //What does Rhysean profanity sound like?
With a team as strong as this, who would want to defy us?"

[Tune 4 "Nün adiö Luise"]
Now please Ilyaas, can you pick up your slack,
you have just been stabbed, you're the back of the pack
If each and every soldier were to act like you,
how would my kingdom maintain the order then?

(Play opening riff of Youtube version of "Fridericus Rex")

[Tune 1]
Ilyaas, did not leave that day without a scar
Skin and brain, neither left the day completely same
But now time, to accompany a growing friend
Rhia, Rhia has some fun in store in town

//Some rules they, 

//No English, only
//to them you,

[Tune 1a]
In the town, tavern sat the peasants of the land
Forlorn weak, but still singing for a better hand
waiting for, what the bard Leander promised them,
The three that will right this broken world, and bring the great tyrant low, low ,low!

[Tune 1] //Could I replace this verse with one or two verses in Tunes 2/2a to increase consistency?
//She saw some, faces that she thought she recognized,
//Family of, the many men that she slayed and brazed
//Good thing she, covered her hair in a hooded cloak
//If she, showed her hair they'd see her and they'd croak.

[Tune 2]
She found many heads, fright'ningly sim'lar
to the many men, that she slayed and flayed
Fortunately she, wore a blue cloaked hood
If she did show her hair, they would be in poor mood, mood, mood!

//Her hooded cloak can only
//[Tune 2]
//The drunken crowd cheered, as a boy pulled
//Ilyaas up, to dance together
//Then she with, her locks of gold hair
//Showed, it their shock and fear, and she ran right out, out, out!


//Wrong rhythm (Does anyone other than me care?)
//[Tune 1a]
//The crowd cheered, as a boy pulled Ilyaas to dance,
//Dance for drink, can you call that a fair circumstance?
//And then he, showed her curly locks of golden hair,
//he pulled her hood to their curdled rage, and so she ran right out, out, out!

The crowd cheered, as a boy pulled Ilyaas to dance,
He tugged her, causing her blue hood to lose its grip,
It fell off, showed her curly locks of golden hair,
Much to the hatred of the crowd, and so she dash-ed right out, out, out!



//living under the Rhysean brand(Could I add more details to this section about the tavern?)

And, when they got back to the keep, punishment!

//[Tune 3 "Fridericus Rex"][Punishment from the Crown, Ilyaas and Cassian fall in love]
Great Cassius Rex, indeed was not pleased with her
"You've caught alert of our guards and you've caught the Queen's furor."
"Rhia must stay away from Ilyaas", the Queen decreed
"You shall never leave our watch, you are now within our creed."


[Tune 6: Parademarsch der Langen Kerls]
The Queen found that she needed to clamp down on Rhia
The Queen, found that she could lose her grip on the soldier
She locked the windows, she expanded the watch,
So that Ilyaas could no longer sneak out of the keep
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[Tune 4 "Nün adiö Luise"]

{}
{}
{}
{}

{}
{}
{}
{}

{}
{}
{}
{}

{}
{}
{}
{}

[Cello notes play]


[Tune 5: The Hohenfriedberger][The festival is planned and occurs. Ilyaas asks the lords of the land for their poets]

[Using this tune in this section has a double meaning. We have already drawn a parallel between Cassius Rex and Fridericus Rex with the main melody. According to legend. Fredrick the Great wrote the Hohenfriedberger, and so in this speech, written by Cassian, we use the same tune.]

Dear ruling friends, of the realm we implore
you to help us defeat the foes that we so deplore
We must fulfill the old prophesy, absolutely must!
If we are to make our kingdom once again safe and just!

For tonight, please eat and drink and dance the night away,
Dear ruling friends, of the realm we implore
For tonight, please eat and drink and dance the night away,
Dear ruling friends, of the realm we implore

We have got our king, we've too got our soldier 
All that remains of the three is the poet of grandeur
So bring your musicians, your dreamers, your scribes,
to our court in four weeks ti-me, with much gold, we'll prescribe

In four short weeks we'll have a festival to split
the mundane from the history-makers, thank your kings
In four short weeks we'll have a festival to split
the mundane from the history-makers, thank your kings




[Tune 4 "Nün adiö Luise"] [Things turn sour between Ilyaas and Cassian?]
[Check episode 20/21]
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[Tune 4 "Nün adiö Luise"]
Now dear Ilyaas, will you please mind your words
{???}
If each and every woman were to act like you,
How would my kingdom maintain the order then?


{}
{}
If each and every king were to act like you,
{}




